back and laughing and shouting with glee over my upper-cut
and Vidiakin's poker-stroke. After all those weeks of suppression It
was sheer joy to have had a whack at somebody, to have given
ourselves over gloriously to physical violence and found an outlet in
a well-delivered blow for so much fear. In downing these two bandits
we felt as gleeful as if we had overthrown the whole revolution.
"God, what a pity they're not the Cheka !" roared K------,
dancing a jig round the unconscious head of the fellow whose chin I
had so viciously handled.
I was just thinking it was about time we carried our victims
down to the street before they recovered, when there was another
knocking outside and I heard Eber's voice calling me loudly. In
the excitement of the moment I had forgotten I had rung the alarm
bell. Here were our neighbours answering the summons and we had
something grand to show them. I opened the door.
K-----was plucking out a song of triumph from his mandolin*
"Come in, come in ! See what we have done !" shouted Vidiakin,
I put my foot on the fallen robber's chest. "Gome in and see
who killed Cock Robin !" I called. "Behold our vanquished burglar
band."
Eber had stopped in the door-way. His face was white. He
gulped and could hardly speak. He stared at the bodies on the floor
and began to tremble. Then he shut the door swiftly behind him.
"For God's sake shut up, you fools !" he whispered hoarsely ;
"these aren't burglars you've been knocking about, they're the
Cheka !"
"The Cheka I"
The stricken silence that followed our first outburst seemed to
last ages. Vidiakin looked mutely at me and I at the shivering Eber.
It was broken by a sharp ping from K-----'s mandolin. A string
had snapped. The poor fellow looked at it as if it had spoken to
him and in one stride reached and opened the door of my big hall-
cupboard. He pushed the instrument in and shut the door firmly
again. Then he let out a deep breath as if that incriminating witness
of his misdeeds had been well disposed of. He was so serious I had
to laugh, and that released our energies,
"What in hell can we do ?" It was the anxious Vidiakin asking.
"There's a lorry at the street door. It's full of them." Eber at
the window was jumping up and down in his excitement.
"Let's barricade ourselves in." K----- was all determination
now that silly mandolin was out of the way.
I considered.
"You'd better get out of here, Eber. Get upstairs at once and
keep quiet. Put these bodies out on the landing. We'll tell the truth,